TALES OF DESTINT

" I should like to find that hollow column/' muttered

the Afghan.

" As I have said, the column was contrived for love

and not for rapine, my friend. Should the white stone

from Coromandel that can be cunningly wrought

into marble ever cross your fate, be on your guard

lest the omen mean, not the gaining of a foitune, but

the making of a tomb."

The Afghan smiled, half disdainfully, half uneasily,

and silence reigned for a spell.
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